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the lower letters more clearly, but no sooner had I touched
it with my nail than a monk came up and said politely that the
last time someone had attempted to do such a thing, a thunder-
bolt had killed him. These crosses are probably dedication
crosses and prove how venerable the Church is, for many a
century has gone past since Greek influence was felt, or Greek
spoken, in this desert.

An archway in the south wall leads to a windowless
chapel called the Chapel of the Revelation. Its dome is
decorated with frescoes showing the symbols of the Four
Evangelists: the Lion for St. Maik, the Ox for St. Luke, the
Eagle for St. John, and Man for St. Matthew. These creatures
of the Apocalypse arc shown holding out a crown. Father
Anthony did not apparently connect them with the Evangelists.
" The Ox asks meicy of God for all animals," he said,
" the Eagle asks mercy for all birds, the Lion asks mercy for
all wild creatures, and Man for Mankind. So all creation
begs mercy from God."

Near this church, and connected to it by a narrow dark
passage, is a church dedicated to the Blessed Virgin. There
was a huge pile of olives drying in the nave; an extraordinary
sight, for wherever you see olives in Egypt you can be sure
that they arc a relic of Hellenistic agriculture.

We climbed steps and crossed a drawbridge to the kasr,
where we entered the Chapel of St. Michael.   Father Anthony
produced a key, and, with one of his waggish laughs and a
lifted forefinger, whispered that he was going to show me
the Library.   He seemed to imply that I might be another
Gurzon and that I must be good and not go off with the
precious treasures.   After wrestling for some time with a
difficult lock, he opened the door of a room where hundreds
of volumes stood entombed in wooden book-cases.   What a
depressingly uninviting sight a library can be when it belongs
to people who rarely read books and take no interest in them.
The volumes were packed tightly together as if by the re-
lentless hand of a charwoman, and books for which no place
could be found on shelves were harshly tucked away on top and
wedged in anywhere.   They looked, indeed, as forbidding
as a lawyer's library, and the air of the room was stuffy with
paper and parchment which have been locked away for months